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DIS ISA MAKE ONE MOVE, DAD, D-DONIT 
SHOOT, 
PEBBLES! 


sTick-uP! AND YOU GET BURNED / 
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HE'S MY FATHER! WHY IS HIM AND TWO 
_ BEING ARRESTED ? -AGERS JUST 
HELO uP THE 5 
BEDROCK BANK! 
Sa > 
So o @s: 
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He | 
————? 
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O10 WE GO WRONG? 
ae », FE 


THE CRIME AND IS 
UNDER ARREST! 


-. <SOMEONE WHO LOOKS JUST LIKE US 
le/\E WE DONT FIND THE REAL 
ROBBERS, WE'LL GOTO PRISON! 


WHY ARE WE STOPPING, BOVWW\-BAMM ? 


DISGUISIN’ OURSELVES LIKE DEMTEEN- 
BRS WUZ A TERRIFIC IDEA, MUGSY! 


TAKE A LOOK 
AT YERSELF, 


CHEEZ, L GOTTA NICE SMILE WITH 
THIS GOILIE MASK ON, SPIKE! 


CONTINUED AFTER NEXT PAGE 


come 
OUT WITH 

YOUR HANGS UP, 
BAM- BAW, 


YEAH) UNCLE FRED, 
IF THE COPS 


SHOT YOU? 


is UH, OR! — 
4 SOMETHING'S 
WRONG! 


WHAT MORE 
COULD HAPPEN 
To mE 222- 


HVE FOUND 
EVERYON! 
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s Wi ay - 7 CON me a 
we , 7 
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UP! PUT ALL THE 
DOUGH IN O'S 
SACK! 


(SHOVE OVER, 
. PAL! YOUSE IS 


(CONTINUED AFTER NEXT PAGE 
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| YOURE IN THERE! We'VE 
'| Got You SURROUNDED! 
Hi 


| Let's sHoor 
IT_OUT WITH DA 


LP (OBVILE MAKE ME 
PUBLIC ENEMY #/ 
AFTER 01S JOB; 
Mad COG! 


DONIT DO ANYTHING 
FOOLISH, BAMM-BAMM! 


YEA. 
WE MIGHT EVEN 


ITO THE 
LOOT! /7'S BURNIN’ 
Ups 


TILL EK YA, \ 
_Y& DOUBLE- 
CROSSIN' KID! 


TAKE IT ON 
THE LAM, 
BARNEY! 


i P WHAT LETTER? 
YOURE : pe aceeeal ay y IM GIVING YOU 
Baile pa POUL ve pone OF. ff © ATICKET FOR 
fi. = h f SPEEDING, 
. OFFICER. BAMM- BAN. 


“Hey, Fabian, we're giving a party for Pebbles!” 
Bamm-Bamm announced to Fabian Fabquartz, the 
tichest kid in Bedrock. -- 

» Fabian yawned, looked bored, and didn’t answer. 
Bamm-Bamm didn’t bop him on the head which is 
what he-always felt like doing te Fabian. 

“It’s tonight and bring any kind of gift you want just 
so it’s terrific,” Bamm-Bamm said smiling but there 
was a dangerous glint in his eye. ‘ 

“1 shall consult the pater's secial secretory and 
attend if convenient, Bamm-Bamm,” Fabian replied. 


Bamm-Bamm lifted Fabian up from the ground se . 


they were eye to eye. 
“Er... on second thought, I'll definitely be ther 
Bamm-Bamml’” = 


Bamm-Bamm nedded. “With a nice gift, right, 
Fabian?” rae 

Fabian nodded so Bamm-Bamm let him down. 
Bamm-Bamm went areund spreading the werd. 
Everyone liked Pebbles so they all agreed te attend the 
party, even Bruno and the Brentes. Bamm-Bamm 
warned them not to make tee much noise with the 

when they arrived. 

At seven o'clock that night, Bamm-Bamm was eut- 
side, meeting Fabian when he arrived, ‘shushing’ him 
38 Pebbles wouldn't hear. Fabian was carrying en ex- 
pensively wrapped package. : 

“Sesshhh! We wanta : is¢ her!” Bamm-Bamm 
wamed. So, Fabio: m-Bamm stepped the ”” 
other Bedrock kids as they arrived to be sure the aur- * 


| 


prise was complete. 

The kidi gathered a good distance from the heuse. 
‘Cindy Curbstone loved parties, and: she was impatient 
for this one’ to get started. 

“What are we waiting for, Bomm-Bamm?” she 
asked impatiently. ~ 

‘Bomm-Bamm theught hard for @ minute. All the 
kids were present. 

“There's something else,” Bamm-Bamm muttered 
half to himself. “Let's see ... who did I forget to tell?” 

Cindy locked asound, Everyone was there. Schlep- 
reek, Zonk, Twiggy, Bruno, the whole Bedrock gang. 
‘Everyone knows, Bamm-Bomm.” 

Bamm-Bamm shrugged. 


“Okay, then, Let’s go ... but don't make.a sound!” 
Flintstone’s house, quiet as 
anything. Lights were on inside, and they could hear 


music playing. 
mm-Bamm was ready. He whispered to Fabion 
and Bruno. 

“Fabian, you go around te the side window. Bruno, 
yeu and your bunch go to the back deer. In ten seconds, 
jump inside and yell ‘surprise’!” 

Bruno and his Brontes went around the back. 
Twiggy and Cindy went with them. Fabien and Penny 
Pillar were creund the side. Now, they were all set. 

Ramm-Banm thrust the deor open and yelled “Sur- 

1 

In back, Bruno leaped inside and yelled “Surprise!” 

At the side window, Fabian leaped through yelling 
“Surprise!” 

Fred was just inside the front door. When Bamm- 
Ramm busted in, he was putting the finishing teuches 
te a club he was making because there had been a let 
of robberies in Bedrock'lately. Without hesitation, he 
swung the club and Bamm-Bamm dropped! 

In the kitchen, Wilma was making @ nice, gooey 
chocolate cake. As Brune and his Brentos came through 
the deor, Wilma hurled the bow! of chocolate. The 
bow! bonked Bruno, the checolate hit the Brontes and 
Dino went after the chocolate. He held them there 
while he greedily slopped up all the checolate spread 
cover the Brontos. 

In the bedroom, Pebbles was putting Wilma’s 
beauty cream all over her face, wondering how such 


Fabion came threugh the window. Pebbles had a nice 
handful of the cream when he leaped over the win- 
dow sill yelling “Surp ... GLUGI" 


“Glug!” came as Pebbles let fly with the beauty 
sream. He got a mouthful. 
All over the Flintstone’ housefera long minute, there 
was silence. 
- In the front room, Bamm-Bamm sat up, tenderly 
tedng the outline of the egg-sized lump on his head. 
Fred Flintstone stood with the club ready in case 
Bamm-Bamm felt like any more surprises. 
“Come en, Bamm-Bamm,” Fred said sternly, 
“What's the idea bustin’ in here with all these, 
slowns?” 
a mppisartiad got to his feet, eyeing the club fear~ 
“We wanted to have « surprise party for Pebbl 
Uncle Fred,” Bamm-Bamm said, “but | think | forgot 


Pebbles appeared with, Wilma, and suddenly they 
begen to laugh. 
“You certainly did, Bamm-Bamm,” Wilma told him, 
“you forgot to tell us about i 


“But, now thot you're here, we'll have the party. 
Pebbles ... maybe ya better start openin’ th- 
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A SHINING 
MAGE FORTHE 


| SIR, IF YOU ARE 

| REALLY THE GIRL'S 

| FATHER, I WILL OFFER 

| YOU $100,000 FoR 
YOUR PROPERTY!”" 5 


CRAZY? TAKE 
THE MONEY! 


YOUR HOUSE AIN'T ON THE 
MUCHOLE, PRED! PEBBLES 
WOULDN'T EVEN Miss rv! 


I AM PRINCE GIMMY- 
MORVICH OF GINNYNOR,, 
A COUNTRY TO THE 
NORTH... YOU ARE THE 
PRINCESS OF THIS 
DEUGHTFUL LAND? 

Y 


WHEN PEBBLES WUZ BORN, I DECIDEO SHE i 
WAS GONNA (NHERIT EVERYTHING, ..SO I 
CAN'T SELL IF! IT BELONGS To HER! 


OH? OK, 
YOU MEAN 


YOUR 
FATHER IS A 
GRAND FOOBAH ? 
BISONS. HE GOT THEM =} MY FATHER IS 
TO CHOOSE ME AS ONLY A KING! 


STOP COMPLAININ' 
{I GOTTA 
FAINT ‘EM WITH: MUD 


W-WHO HIT ME WITH 
THIS LUMP OF SOLID 
so GOLD? 


DID YOU HiT” 
ME WITH THIS 
2. 


MR. FLINTSTONE, D'LL THAT NUT IS BACK, SHORTY! 
GIVE YOU $500,000 FOR HE'S GOT A SUMTCASE FULLA 


THAT OLD MUCHOLE ! 


vr 


Y wn2.wowpyouesn Y NoPE. INEED 
ROCKS : 
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/ us ie BEFORE YOU LET THIS: 
FRED, SELL b 7 : CROOK CHEAT YOU, YOUR 
HIM THE ROCK! 8 t HIGHNESS, £, PRINCE 
THIS LOOKS : GIMMYMORVICH, WISH TO 
LIKE REAL = 
DOUGH / 


I. BEUEVE IN VTi TAKE ONE LITTLE 
IS ENGAGEMENTS, GOLD NUGGET! Z'LL BE RICH 
FOR LIFE! HE CAN HAVE THE 
MONI 


LON 


| HERE'S HIS 
BAG OF 
PLAY 
MONEY, 
» FRED! 


HE REALLY 
7S & PRINCE, 
! 


TAKE IT AN’ GET OUTA 
HERE, MISTER! WEIVE 
GOTTA BUILD THIS 
STONE WALL! 


f...1T'S JUST 


ARE A PRINCESS, 
HONEY. NOW, LET'S 


~ WOULD Z GIVE IT - 
AWAY IF IT WAS GOLD? 
GOON BACK TO THE | 
FUNNY FARM BEFORE 


+-+SO THIS GUY OFFERED 
ME $500,000 FOR THE. 
ROCKS! HE WUZ WAIN! 
THIS PLAY MONEY 


ANYWAY, WILMA; 

We GOT THE SHINIEST ) MORE) FRED. 
STONE WALL IN IT'S RAINING OUT. 
BEDROCK. ATHE GOLD-ALL 

WASHED OFF. 


